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FOR. 

THE  FALLEN 


<e 


they'  shall  grow  not  old,  as  we  that 
are  left  grow  old  .H 


Tor  the   Fallen 


ith  proud  tkanks giving , 
a.  motKer  for  lier  children, 

Ilngland  mourns  for  her  dead  across 
the  sea.. 

Flesh  of  her  flesh  they  were,  spirit 
of  lier  spirit  , 

Jl alien  in  the  cause  of  the  free  . 


Tor  the   Fallen 


HH 


Oolemn  the  drums  thrill :  Deatlt  august 

and  royal 
Sings  sorrow  up  into  immortal  spheres. 
Ihereis  music  in  the  midst  of  desolation 
And  a  ^loxy  that  shines  upon  our  tears. 


Tor  the   Fallen 

fffi  ii  i  i  KmmmammMsamuBmmaaammaBmaBsssmmmmma 


lhey  went  with  songs  to  the  battle, 
they  were  young , 

straight  of  limb,  true  of  eye,  steady^ 

and  aglow. 
Jhey  were  staunch  to  the  encl  against 

odds  uncounted, 

lhey  fell  with  their  faces  to  the  f < 
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For  tKe   Fallen 


lKe>r  sliall  grow  not  old ,  as  we  that  are 
left  grow"  old : 

-Age  sliall  not  wearjr  them,  nor  the 
years  condemn. 

-At  the  going  down  of  the  sun   and 
in  tKe  morning 

We  will  remember  them. 


For  tKe   Fallen 


lhey  mingle  not  with,  their  laughing 
comrades  again ; 

lheyr  sit  no  more  at  familiar  tables 
of  Koine ; 

lhey^  have  no  lot  in  our  labour  of 
the  day- time; 

ihejr  sleep  heyond  England's  foam* 


lo  the  innermost  heart  of  their  own 
land,  they  are  known 

x\s  the  stars  areltnown  to  the  Night.*' 


For  the   Fallen. 


X)ixt  where  our  desires  are  and  our 
hopes  profound, 

lelt  as  a.  well -spring  that  is  hidden 
from  sight, 

lo  the  innermost  heart  of  their  own 
land  thejr  are  known 

-As  the  stars  arefeiown  to  the  Night; 


For  tKe   Fallen 


^\s  the  stars  that  shall  be  bright  when 
we  are  dust#» 

JVloving  in  marches  upon  the  heavenly 
plain, 

J\s>  the  stars  that  are    starrer  in  the 
time  of  our  darkness., 

lo  the  end.,  to  the  end,  they  remain. 


THE  FOURTH 
OF  AUGUST 


Now  in.  thy  splendour  go  "before 


o 
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us,  Spirit  of  England.1 


The  Fourth  of  August 
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ow  in  thy  splendour  go 

tcforeus, 

Spirit  of  England,  ardent- eyed, 
Enkindle  tliis  dear  eartk  that  Lore  us, 
Intheliour  of  peril  purified. 


The  Fourth  of  August 


Ihe  cares  we  hugged  drop  out  of  vision, 
Uur  Hearts  with  deeper  thoughts  dilate  * 
We  step  from  days  of  sour  division 
Into  the  grandeur   of  our  fate . 

Tor  us  the  glorious  dead  have  striven, 
lhey  tattled  that  we  might  he  free . 
We  to  their  living  cause  are  given; 
AVe  arm  for  men  that  are  to  he  . 


The  Fourth  of  August 


Among  the  nations  nobliest  chartered, 
tngland  recalls  her  heritage . 
in  her  is  that  which  is  not  bartered, 
Which  force  can  neither  quell  nor  cage. 

Tor  her  immortal  stars  are  burning* 
With  her, the  Rope  -that's  never  done, 
lhe  seed  that's  in  the  Spring's  returning, 
lhe  very-  flower  that  seeks  the  sun. 


The  FourtK  of  August 


ohe  fights  the  fraud  that  feeds  desire  on 
jLies,  in  a  lust  to  enslave  or  hill, 
lite  harren  creed  of  blood  and  iron, 
Vampire   of  Europe^s  wasted  will  •  •  • 

XL.ndure,  O  Earth!  and  thou,  awaken, 
xurgedhythis  dreadful  winnowing -fan, 
KJ  wronged ,  untameahle ,  unshaken 
^oul  of  divinely  suffering  man, 


To  AVbmeix 


our  Hearts  are  lifted  up, 
your  Hearts 

lHat  Have    foreknown  iHe  utter 
price  • 

lour  Hearts    turn    upward    liHe  a 
flame 

\j£   splendour    and  of   sacrifice. 


To  Women 


for  you.,  you  too,  to  battle   go, 

JNot  witH  the  marching  drums   and 
cheers 

JDut  in  the  watch    of   solitude 

And  through   the  toundless    night 
of    fears  . 


To  Women 


Owift,  swifter  than  those  hawks  of 
war, 

Ihose  threatening  wings  that  pulse 
-the  air , 

far  as  the  varcward  ranks   are  set. 

You  are  gone  hefore  them  ,   you  are 
there  ! 


To  Women 


^rVncL  not  a  sliot   comes    blind 
AvitK  deatb. 

And  not  a  stab  of  steel  is  pressed 

XTome  ,   out  invisibly  it  tore 

-/\n<l  entered    first    a   woman^s 
breast. 
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To  break. ,  tut  not  to  fail  ! 


To  Women 


.Amid  tke  thunder  of  iKe   guns , 

llie    lightnings    of  ike  lance    and. 
sword 

Your   liope  ,  your  dread ,  your 
throbbing    pride  , 

Your  infinite    passion  is   outpoured 


To  AVbmen 


from  kearts   tkat    are    as    one   kigk 
lie  art 

yVltrtkolding    nauglit   from  doom 
and   kale 

Bixrrtingly  offered,  up,—  to  bleed, 

lo  kear  ,  to  kreaW ,  kut  not  to  fail  ! 
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